DON  and  EARL'S 
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ana  oe 


Hymnbook 


II 


THE  HEALER 


1.  On  the  cross  crucified  in  great  sorrow  He  died 
The  giver  of  life  was  He 

Yet  my  Lord  was  dispised  and  rejected  by  men 
This  Jesus  of  Calvary 

—  Chorus  — 

He  was  wounded  for  my  transgressions 
He  was  bruised  for  our  inquities 
Surely  He  bore  our  sorrow 
And  by  His  stripes  we  are  healed. 

2.  Price  for  healing  was  paid  as  t?ie  cruel  stripes  were  laid 
Within  pilots  judgment  hall 

Now  his  suffering  affords  there'd  be  healing  for  all 
This  wonderful  healer  is  mine. 

3.  He  has  healed  my  sick  soul  and  made  me  ever  whole 
And  He'll  do  the  same  for  you 

He's  the  same  yesterday  and  today  and  forever 
The  Saviour  of  men  today. 


HE'S  MY  ROD,  MY  SWORD,  MY  SHIELD 

1.  I've  been  tested,  IVe  been  tried, 

I've  been  to  the  water  and  I've  been  baptized 
I  went  in  the  water  and  the  water  was  cold 
I'm  gonna  wait,  wait  right  here  till  He  comes. 

—  Chorus  — 

He's  my  rod,  my  sword,  my  shield, 

He's  my  wheel  in  the  middle  of  the  wheel. 

He's  the  Lily  of  the  Valley, 

He's  the  bright  and  the  morning  star. 

Makes  no  differance  what  they  say 

I'm  going  down  on  my  knees  and  pray 

I'm  gonna  wait,  wait  right  here  till  He  comes. 

2.  I  went  down  to  the  garden  to  pray 

My  soul  got  happy  and  I  prayed  all  day 
Put  my  hand  on  the  gospel  plow 
Wouldn't  take  nothing  for  my  journey  now 
I'm  gonna  wait,  wait  right  here  till  He  comes. 

3.  Paul  and  Silas  down  in  jail 
Had  no  one  to  go  their  bail 
Paul  and  Silas  began  to  shout 

The  gates  flew  open  and  they  walked  out 
I'm  gonna  wait,  wait  right  here  till  He  comes. 


THE  GREAT  SPECKLED  BIRD 


What  a  beautiful  thought  I  am  thinking 
Concerning  the  great  speckled  bird, 
For  the  Great  Speckled  Bird  is  the  Bible 
Representing  the  great  church  of  God. 

Desiring  to  lower  her  standard 
They  watch  every  move  that  she  makes 
They  try  to  find  fault  with  her  teaching, 
But  really  they  find  no  mistakes. 

I'm  glad  I  have  heard  of  her  meekness, 
I'm  proud  that  my  name  is  on  the  book; 
For  I  want  to  be  one  never  fearing 
The  face  of  my  Saviour's  true  look. 

When  he  comes  a  descending  from  heaven 
On  the  cloud,  that  he  writes  in  his  Word, 
ril  be  joyfully  carried  up  to  meet  him. 
On  the  wings  of  that  great  speckled  bird. 


Let's  Go 

1 .  When  the  spies  returned  from  Canaans  Land 
Where  the  milk  and  honey  flow, 

Some  said  we  can  never  possess  that  land 

But  others  said  let's  go. 

CHORUS 

Let's  go  (alright;  let's  go  (where  too) 
To  the  land  where  milk  and  honey  flow 
Let's  go  (alright)  let's  go  (where  too) 
Where  the  grapes  of  Eschols  grow 
Let's  go  ( amen )  let's  go  ( hurry  up ) 
We'll  possess  that  land  I  know 
With  a  bounding  heart  we'll  make  the  start 
Hurry  up  all  aboard  let's  go. 

2.  When  Moses  came  to  the  great  Red  Sea 
How  to  cross  he  did  not  know, 

But  the  Lord  raised  up  those  waters  high 
And  the  angel  said  let's  go. 

3.  When  Joshua  went  to  take  his  place 
To  stop  the  Jordans  flow. 

They  marched  all  around  the  Jerico  walls 
Then  Joshua  said  let's  go. 


HEAVEN'S  SATELLITE 
(Composed  by  Dennis  Hales,  Cdlhoun,  Georgia) 

When  God's  people  take  their  flight  on  the  heaven's 

satellite, 
Hiat  city  called  Heaven  to  explore, 
In  the  twinkling  of  an  eye  we  will  sail  up  thru  the 
sky, 

All  troubles  and  sorrow  will  be  o'er. 
(Chorus) 

We'll  go  zoom,  zoom,  zoom,  far  above  the  moon, 
We'll  take  a  stroll  along  the  milky-way» 
We'll  go  high,  high,   far  above  the  sky, 
On  the  satellite  of  Heaven  by  and  by. 

We  won't  need  a  guided  missile  when  Gabriel  blows  his 
whistle. 

We  won't  need  a  rocket  standing  by; 

'Ilirough  the  Lord's  amazing  grace  we  will  sail  through 

outer  space. 
On  the  satellite  of  Heaven  by  and  by. 


FIFTY  MILES  OF  ELBOW  ROOM 
I 

Twelve  hundred  miles  its  length  and  breadth 

The  four  square  city  stands 

Its  jempson  walls  and  jasper  shines 

Not  made  with  human  hands 

One  hundred  miles  its  gate  are  wide 

Abundance  of  entrance  there 

With  fifty  miles  of  elbow  room 

On  either  side  to  spare 

(Chorus) 

When  the  gates  swing  wide  on  the  other  side 

Just  beyond  the  sunset  sea 

There'll  be  room  to  spare  as  we  enter  there 

Room  for  you  and  room  for  me 

For  the  gates  are  wide  on  the  other  side 

Where  the  fairest  flowers  bloom 

On  the  right  hand,  on  the  left  hand 

Fifty  miles  of  elbow  room 

II 

Sometimes  I'm  cramped  and  crowded  here 

And  long  for  elbow  room 

I  want  to  reach  some  altitude 

Where  the  fairest  flowers  bloom 

This  will  be  mine  when  I  shall  pass 

Into  that  city  fair 

With  fifty  miles  of  elbow  room 

On  either  side  to  spare 


No.l 


Lord,  I'm  Gomin$  Home 


Wa.J.UrkvatrIek 


from  God,  Now  rm  eom-tnc^ 
ciooayean.  Now  Fm  com- log 


L  Fto  wan-deied  far  a  -  way 
2.  IVe  wast  -  ed  nun  •  j  pre 

8.  Tm  tired  of  sIa  and  stray  -ing.  Lord*  Now  ^'m  eom-ing 
4.  My  eool  b  stck,  my  heart  is  sore.  Now  Fm  oom-lng 
6.  My    on  -  Jy  hope,  my  on   •    ^  ' 


6.  I     need  EUs  deaas-Ing  blood. 


Now  Fm  combing 
Now  Fm  oom>ii^ 


homa; 
homa; 


The  paths  of  iin    too  long    Fre  trod,  Lord^Fm  eom-lng  borne. 

I       now    re- pent  with  bit  -  ter  tears.  Lord,  Fm  oom-ing  home. 

T^word,  Lord,Fm  oom-ing  hona. 

re-store,  Lord,Fm  oom-ii^  hcma. 

for  me,  Lord,Fm  oom-ing 

the  snow,  Lord,Fm  eom-lng 


•pent 

FH  tmst  Thy  lore,  be  •  Uefa 
My  strength  re -new,  my  hope 
That  Je  -  sua  died,  and  died 
0     waph  me  wU-ter 


Chorus 


3: 


Com  •  log  home,    com  -  ing   bome^   Nor  •  er  •  mor»   to  son; 


II  1  ILL  I  l|  I  I  I 


rHi:jij:JjTiijn.ii.  II 


0  •  pea  wide  Thine  arms    d  bra,   Lord,  Fm  oom-ing  home. 


No.  2 

A.E.B. 

Mi 


I  Cannot  Find  the  Way  Alone 

(Dedicated  to  the  nemory  of  Chas.  O.  Hogan) 
Copyright,  1954,  by  Albert  E.  Brumley,  Powell,  Mo. 

AB}eit  E.  Bnnnler 

i 


1.  As  I  jour-ney  thru  this  vale  of  5or  -  row.  The  way  seems  so 
2. 1  have  no  oth  -  er  friend  to  guide  me  And    I     am  so 

3.  When  the  rag  •  ing  storms  of   life  con -found  me,  Dear  Lord,  wilt  Thou 


i 


11 


m 


^ — 

m 

strange  and  un-known;  Lord,  I  need  a  help -ing  hand  to  bor-row, 
week  and  un  •  done;  Walk  a  lit  •  tie  clos  -  er  Lord,  be  •  side  me, 
keep    me  Thine  own?    Let  me  feel  Thy  pre- cious  arms  a -round  me. 


r  ip'p  f  t\ 

ijH         ■  r.  r.    .   I  I  I  I   I  I^"Tj    ^  J'  J* 


For    I   can -riot  fiijd  the  way      a -lone.       I   can -not  find  the 


m 


J 

r 

way  with-outThee,DejirLord,lookdownfromThy  throhe;And  make  Thy  light  to 


nhine  a  •  bout  me.  For  t  can -iiot  find  the  way  a-lone. 

a -lone. 


No.  3 


How  Great  Thou  Art 


Arr.  A.E.a 


Copyright.  1961,  by  The  Hunford  Music  G>. 
Inteniktioaal  Copyright  Secured 


Art.  by 

Albert  E.  Bnuttley 


1.  0     Lord,  my    God,  When     I      in  awe- some  wcn-der,    to     view    this  world,  your 

2.  When   1.    sur  -  vey    Thy    love  and  free  sal  -va-tion,    'tis    mar  -  vel  -  ous,  it 


If  r  LI 

-A-  -I 

^*     -At  1 

i 


might 
reach 


•  y  hands  have  made;  To  see  the  stars  and  hear  the  roar  -  ing  thun  -  der, 
•es  ev  -  en  me;  1  bow  my  head  in  awe  and  ad-  mi  -  ra  -  tion 
will    fill      our  hearts;     Then  we  shall    bow  with    hum-ble      ad  •  o  -  ra  •  tion 


4=4: 


1  


CHORUS 


your  pow'r  through -out  this     u  -   ni  -  verse   di.s  •  played. 

to  Thee,  my  Lord,  who  died  on  Ca!  -  \d  -  ry.  Then  sings  nj  soul,  mf 
and    then    pro  •  claim  our    God    How  great  Thou  art. 


i 


v=4 

r— ^ 

Lord,  my    God,  to    Thee,  Hew  great  Thou  art.     How  greit  Tboa   art;    Then  sings  ny 


c  1^  r 


fr  frir  ^^if  TF 


ad  lib 


— h 


my    Lord,  afy    God,  to    Thee,  How  great  Thou  art.    How  great  Thou  art.. 


it.  t  i 


m 


No.  4 

An. 


This  World  Is  Not  My  Home 

(I'm  Just  A  Passing  Thru)  Arr.  by 

Air.  copyrighted  by  Albert  E,  Brumley      Albert  E.  Bnunley 


^^^^^^ 


1.  Thisworid  is   not  my  home,  I'm  just   a  pass -ing  thru,  My  treas-ures 

2.  They're  all  ex  -  pect  -  mg  me,  and  tnat's  one  thing  1  know,  My  Sav  -  ior 

3.  I     have   a    lov-ing  moth-er    up    in  glo  -ry-land,  I   don't  ex- 

4.  Jnst   up    in  glo  -  ry-land  we'll  live    e  -  ter  -  nal  -  ly,   The  samts  on 


m 

h — 1 

 ^ 

 r 

— m 
-  w 

are  laid  up  somewhere  be  -  yond  the  blue;  The   an -gels  beck- on  me  from 
pardoned  me  and  now    I    on-ward  go;  I   know  Me'll  take  me  thru  tho 
pect  to  stop   uu  -  til    I  shake  her  hand;  She's  wait  ing  noT7     r  me  in 
ev  -'ry  hand  are  shout  -  ing  vie  -  to  -  ry,  Their  song  of  s^/eei-est  praise  drift 


heav-en's  op  -  en  door, 

I    am  weak  and  poor  ka^  I  can't  feel  at  home  ia  tbia  world  aa  •  y  •  more. 

heav-en's  op  -  en  door 

back  from  heaven's  shore  _ 


S  t  C  C  (• 


Cfaorns 


h  h   h  h 


f 


0  m  0 


0  Lord,  joo  know  I  have  no  Mend  like  700,  li  hear-en's  not  mj  borne  then 


,  yoQ  Know  i  nave  no  mem 


s 


i 


f 


U"  t?  tJ"  U" 


^^ — r 

D.S. 

.Lord  what  wil 

I  do;  The 

^  ^  ^  ^  j  11^ 

an  -  gels  beck-oo  me  froi 

ir  Ft  ^  1^  jg  J 

m  heaven's  o  -  pen  door, 

--^T  \  f  1^  {] 

-J— J — 

'D  K  D  ^  '• 

No.  5        A  Tramp  on  the  Street 

Anon.  arr.  R.  E.  W.  R.  E.  Winsett 

Arr.  Copyright,  1950,  by  R.  E.  Wlnsetl.  Dayton.  Tenn.,  in  "Harvest  Tide." 


1.  On  •  ly     a  tramp  was  Laz  -  a  -rus'  fate, 

2.  Je  -  8US,  who  died   on  Cal  -  va  -rj's  tree, 

3.  If   He  should  come  and  knock  at  jour  door, 


He   was  laid  down  at  the 
Shed-ding  His  life  blfod  for 
Ask-  ing   for  drink  or  for 


V     ^  1:-^.==,^  ,  i:j,^_^_^_^_^fL.r,__, — 


rich       man's  gate; 
jou   and  for  me; 
bread  from  your  store; 


He  begged  for  the  creabi  from  the  rich  man  to  eat, 
They  wounded  His  side, His  hands  and  His  feet, 
Oh,wuuldyou  rs-  joice  or       turn  Him  a  -way, 


Fine.  Chorus. 

I.  J,  ^  'wJ—i^  "-^^  TP  


But  they  left  Him 
And  left  Him 
For  this 


to  die  like  a  tramp  on  the  street, 
to   die   like   a   tramp  on   the  street. 

on  the  great  day. 


He  will  j4idge  you 


He  was 


'  P^t:^— P — 

Z).  S.  But  thej  left  him 


:t=tz=:t:i=f: 
-# — » — » — 

— p — p: 


to  die  like   a  tramo  on 


the  street. 


some  mother's  dar-ling,   He  was  some  mother's  child, 


5B- 

Once  He  was  fair  and 


 ^  '-^T—j^  S  ^  , — h«  L, 


love  •  ly  and  mild;      Some  mother  rockedhim.her  dar  -  ling    to  sleep, 


Ne.  C 


I'H  Fly  Away 


A.  E.  B. 


OOPVUtGHT  tMt  IN  WONDERFUI.  MCMAAC 

HARTFORD  MUSIC  CO..  OWNER     ALBERT  E.  BBUUUtY 


1.  Some  glad  morn-ing  when  this  life  is  o'er,  1*11 

2.  When  the  ebad-ows  of  this  life  fiave  growD» 

3.  Jast  a  few  more  wea  -  ry  days  and  then,  fly  a  -  way 


fly  a 


way;  To  a  boi^e  en. God's  ea  -  let  -  tial  shore, 

Like  a  bird  from  pnt  -  on  bars  kas  flown, 
fly  a -way;        To    a  land  where  joys  ihaU  ley  -  end, 

J     5!  I 

 ^  A   A    .At.  A  


way,  0  glo  •  ly,  in  f y  a  •  way;  When  I  die^ 

fly  a  •  way,  m  the  monuog, 


lal  -  le  -  In  -  jah,  by  and  by,      IMl  fly  a  •  way. 

fly  a  -  way  fly  a  -  way. 


— A»  A.  A 


No.  7     He's  Got  The  Whole  World  in  His  Hands 


CHORUS 


Slowly 


Copyright,  1961,  by  The  Hartford  Music  Co.  in  "Sing  and  Rejoice" 
Intemational  Copyright  Secured 

Arr.  ALBERT  E.  BRUMLEY 


He's  got    the  whole  (wide)  world      m    flis    hands.  He's  got  tli^     whole  (wide)  world 


y  9  9 — ^ — V- 


ii      IHs    hands;  He's  f'ot    the    whole  (wide)  worlZ*'^    in      His     hands,  He's  got  the 


^     f     r^,         ^       ipr--^   i:i,J    ?g     P     j;^     ^  ;^ 


p 


1.  He's  got  the  wind       and  the     rain  in  His 

,  ,         , ,  .      „.     ,     ,       2.  lie's  got  the  tin  -  y    lit  -  tie      bab  -  y  in  His 

vhole  norld  in    His   hands.     3  h^.,  i„ 

4.  He's  got  ev       -        *ry  -  bod  -  y  in  His^ 

— • — ^-       — r^if — ^  T^^^ — *r  ~^ 


* — k> — — fe- 


hands,  He's  got  the  wind       and    the     rain         in  His  hands;  He's  got  the 

hands,  He's  got  tlie  tin  -  y     lit  -  tie      bab  -  y     in  His  hands;  He's  got  the 

hands.  He's  got  you  and             me           in  His  hands;  He's  got 

hands.  He's  got  ev  -        'ry  -   bod  •  y     in  His  hands;  He's  got 

-1  T  9        »  e  g.      ^  1^  ^  T-    —  ~  ^  m 


'>  (i 


b  ^ 


v\i!id        an  J  the    rain         in  His  hands, 

(in  -  y     ii;  -  tie    bab  -  y     in  His  hands, 

you   '      and  me  in  His    hands,  ^^^^^  ^"  ^^"'^s. 

ev^     -     ^'ry-bod-y     in  His  hands, 

»  \ — T~  — — in  ~  —  It  m  p- 


No.  8 

AUce  HawdKraa 


Whispering  Hope   l^^-^-^oo  a\vcs5\ 

Axt.copyriglitjyiCMXLIV,  in  Radiant  Joy,     Am  R.  E.  IVlDntt 


:aj-j_J_ 

2.  If     in  the  dusk  of  the  twi- fight,  Dim  h*^-  the    re-gioa  a  -  far, 

3.  Hope  as  an  an-chor  m  stead-fast,  Ei-nda  l jo  d^fk  veil  lor  the  soul, 


Wait  m  the  darkness  is  ©  -  vct,  Wait  till  life's  tem-pest  is  doneT 
Then  when  the  night  i3  np  -  on  ds,  Why  shonld  the  heart  sink  a  •  way? 
Come,then,0  conie.gladfni  -  i  -  tion.  Come  to  my  sad.wea-ry  heart. 


Hope  lor  the  srai-shine  to-mor-row,  Af-ter  the  san-ehine  is  gone. 
When  the  dark  mid-night  is  o  -  ver.  Watch  for  the  breaking  of  day. 
Come,  0  Thou  blest  hope  of  glo  -  ry,  Nev  -  er,  0  nev  •  er  de  •  part. 


^  Chorps^ 

ri  1  !| 

J.— 

Whis  - 
Whispering 

per-mgbope, 
hope,  whispering 
^  <^ 

'  Ohov 
'hope, 

t  

rwel 

Welcome  Thy 
:t_t=:t= 

come  Thy 
yoice,Ohowi 

rl  f— 1 

:P- 

voia 
welco 

[ 

meT 

by  voice. 

-1 — 1 — 1 — 

Mak       •      ing  my  heart  in  its  sor    •    row  re- joice. 

Making  my  heart,       making mvbcartin  its  sor -row  ze-joiee, 

^  ^  if'^Y"       '  " 


r 
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No.  3  Jesus  Is  The  Sweetest  Name  I  Encw 


tela  Lone 


1 .  There  have  been  names  that  I  have  loved  lo  hear.  But  nev  -  er    has  there 

2.  There  is    no  name  in  earth  or  heav'o  a  -  bove.  That  w«  should  give  such 

3.  And  someday  I  shall  see  Him  face  to  face.  To  thank,  and  praise  Him 

1^ 


 ^ 


m  ■■,  0 — 0 


i 


\  \v  V  V  V  V  y  V- 


been  a  name  so  dear,'  To  this  heart  of  mme,  as  the  name  di- vine,  The 
Hon- or  and  such  love,  As  the  b!ess-ed  name,  let  us  all  ac-claim,  Tlial 
for  His  wondrous  grace,    Which  He  gave  to  me,  when  He  made  me  free.  The 


p  p  p 


CHORUS 


pre-cious,  precious  name  of  Je  -  sus. 


Je  -  sus    is  thfc  sweel-esl  name  I 


1* — ' 

dp — 

ly  

Aw  - 

«B  

■ 

fii^  

f — 

know.  And  He's  just   the  same  as  His   love  -  ly  name,  And  that's  the  rea  -  soo 

^^^^^^^^^ 


Rail. 


ESEFt 


why  I   love  Him  so;  Oh,  Je-sus  is    the  sweet-est  nsms  1  know. 


''■"II 1 1  [  PFi  F  r 


9 


No.  10 


if  We  Never  Meet  Again 

Copyrigrht,  1945,  by  The  Stamps  Quartet  Music  Co. 
A.E.B.  in  "Divine  Praise"  Albert  E.  Bmmlev 

Slow 


m 


1.  Soon  we'll  come    to      the  end     of    life's  jonr  -  ney      And  per- 

2.  0  so  oft  -  en  ^  we're  part  -  ed  with  Bor  -  row,  Ben  -  e- 
3.0     they  say     we*  shall  meet    by     the  riv  -  er,      Where  no 


1.. 


is 


o — — — 


we'll  nev  -  er  meet  an  -  y    more,    Till  we  gath  -  er  in 
die- tions  oft  -  en  quick- en    our  pain,     But   we  nev  -  er  shall 
Bto. -n-douds  ev  -  er  dark -en    the    sky,     And  they  say  we'll  be 


heav-en's  bright  cit  -  y  Far  a  -  way  on  that  beau  -  ti  -  ful  shore, 
tjor  -  row  in  heav  -  en,  God  be  with  yon  till  we  meet  a  -  gain, 
hap  -  py  in    heav-en       In    the  won-der  -  ful  sweet  by  and  by. 


Chof.us  j 


a-j  


Nev    -    er         meet  this  side  of  heav-ea 

If  we   nev  -  er  meet  a  -  gain  this  cide  of  heav-en 


i«i  \- 


..^ —  


Strag   -   gle        thru        this  world  and  its  strife, 
A3  we  strug-gle  thru,  t'^is  world  and  its    ctrife,  There's  an* 


Albert  E.  Bnunley,  owner 


If  We  Never  Meet  Agam 


— 


m 


Meet   •    ing       place  eome-where  in  heav-en 

oth  -  er  meet-ing  place  somewhere  in  heav  -  en  By  the 


U  i 


By        the  shin  -  ing  riv-sr  of  life;  R®8   -  es  bloom 

side  of   theriv-er   of  li!e;  Where  the  charming  roses  bloom  for* 


I 


3b: 


— y  a 


ev  -  er    and    e?  -  er,  Sep     -     a      -     ra  -  ticna 

ev  -  er,  And  where  sep  •  a  -  ra  •  tions  come  ne 


i 


4=— t=i- 


1 


I 


1 


,  ,  _  A  ^  ~*!-felk_I_-j.  *  ♦  ^  

 a  ^—^^-^ 

come  nev  -  er  more  Ner     -     er  meet 

more,  If    we    nev  -  er  meet  a  -  gain  this  side  oi 


No.  11        ni  Meet  You  In  the  Morning 

^dicated  to  Z117  wife,  Goldio,  and  sons,  BlUey  Joe,  Albert  E.  Jr^ 
Theina»Sezton.  Bobert  Bartl«U  and  Jackie  Stamps.— A.  E.  B. 
iLRB.  Oopyt!sht,MS5,b7 Hartford  Music  Co.4n'-LIght8olLlto''  Albert  E.  Bnunley 


1.  I  wDl  mn%  yoQ  in 

2.  I  will  i&ect  you  in 

3.  I  will  mse%  yon  ia 


the  mom-ing,  by  the  bright  riv  -  er  side, 
the  mom-ing,  in  the  sweet  by  and  by, 
the  mom-ing,  at  the  *^«» 


1  " 

cod    ox  the  way, 


t'^fci  fci  III 


When  all  yor-row  baa  drift -ed  a  -  wayj  I'll  l  e  stand -iag  at  the 
ArJ  ex-cbsnge  the  old  cross  for  a  crown;  There  "Vf ill  be  no  dis-ep- 
Oti    ti-c;  bt/etia  ci  ll)3&  ci  -  ty  of     gold;  Where  we  all    can  bo  to- 


1 


por  -  talSj-whea  the  ptca  o-pen  wide.  At  the  close  of  life's  loog.dre.'j'-y  day. 
pointmenta  and  no-boa  -  y  shaQ  die,Ia  th-it  l^d.wheQ  life's  sun  go-eth  down, 
geth-er  sod  ba  hap-py  lor  aye,While  the  yeas  and  the  a-ges  tihall  roll. 


I 


meet  you  mwemom-ing, 


MeetyoQ  ia  the  mom- in^, 
in  meet   yon  in  the  mom-mg,..^  


5 


••How  do  yon  do" 


"How  do  yon  do** 
nith   ft  "How  do   yon  do"   and  we'll 

^      ^  ^ 


Ill  Meet  You  In  the  Nornin$ 


m 


ril  down  by  the  nv«er«            ml  dQwn      tbo  nv*eri 
Bit  down   by  tho  m- er   And  ^ri^ 

 s  


m 


li  ti  el  ti 


Bap^nre  our  "auld' 'acquaintance  re-new;  Enow  me  in  the  mors* 
ra{Htare'*auId"acgGaIntaiice  re  •  new;..,  You'll  know. 


!5=i 

 '.it  I 

r  [7       f  =i= 

fogi  bow  me  in  themom-ingy  SmScethatl 
DM  ia  the  moxn-ing,   By  the  smiles  


that  I 


Wheal  B 

Met ; 

—  r 


No.  12 


Hide  Me,  Rock  of  Ages 

Copyrigtit,  1946,  lay  O.  A.  Parris,  Gospel  Song  Publisher 


B.C.G. 


in  "Charming  Refuge* 


Brantley  O.  George 


1.0    thoi}  blessed  Hock  of  A  •  ges,  (Rock  of  A  -  ges,  I  am)TnistMng 

2.  Keep  mo  when  tbe  storm-cloodi  gather,  (itorm-doads  gath-er,  keep  me)  Till  the 

3.  When  my  journey  is  com-plet  -  ed,  (is  com  -  plet  -  ed,  Siav-ior)  And  there's 


_1 


now  dear  Lord  in  Thee;  (dear  Lord  in  Thee  I'm  trnsting)  Keep  ire  till  Riy 
sun  comes  ebin-ing  thrn;  (comes  shining  thru  the  shadows)  Keep  rae  till  my 
no  iiicre  work  to  do;  (no  work  to*  do,  0  bless-ed)  Sav  -  ior  guide  my 


?3 


1 — PF 


/?.  5, -When  the  storm  a- 

FlNE. 


I 


)pur-ney '8  end-ed, (journey's  ended,Keep  roe) Till  Thy  blessed  face  I  see. 
work  18   0- ver,(work  is  o  -  ver,Keepme)Till  1  bid  this  world  a  •  dien. 
wea  -  ry  spir-it,  (wea  -  ry  spir  -  it,  To  that)  Hap-py  land  be-yond  the  blue. 


U  b  b  L>  b  i}^ 


tr-tr 


ronndme  rag-e3,(ro(indiiieiag-e8,Ble3S-ed)Bock  of  A  -  ges  hide  Tboo  me 
Befbaoi  ^  ^ 


1— -^-t- 


Hide  me,  .0   blest  Bock  of    A       -       •  ges, 

A  -  geSiRock  of     A  -  ges,  hide  me, 


A 


D.S. 


Tin  Thy  bless  -  ed  face    I    8ee;(Thj  face  I    see,    in    glo -.ry) 


j»  


No.  13     Blood  t'liuv  ^^taineij  tne  Old  Rugged  Gross 

Copjrright,  1942,  by  Stamps-Baxter  Music  &  Ptg.  Co. 
A*E.  B.  in  "Lasting  Peace"  Albert  E.  Bnunlty 

Very  slow 


1.  On   the  crosa  of     Cal  -  va  -  ry    our  bless  -  sd  Sar  -  ior  died,  Gave  Hia 

2.  To    the  cross,  the    rog-ged  cross  they  nailed  His  pre-cioos  Lands  And  m 

3.  What  an  aw  -  ful  death  He  died    to    par  -  don  yen  and    me,  All  a> 


life  to  save  the  world  from  loss;  In  ITis  pain  and  ag  -  o  -  ny,  for  ev-'ry 
death  He  ful-Iy  pdd  the  cost,  There  is  par -don  in  His  love  for  ev-'ry 
lone   in    ag  -  o  -  ny   He  tosBed,  And  a  world  once  lost  in  sin  can  now  be 


Fine  Chorua 


^^^^^ 


sin     to  hide, Shed  the 
ona  that  stands  For  the  blo'd  that  stained  the  old  mg  -  god  cross.  'Twas  Hig 
whol  -  ly  free   By  the 

"  ^  


A       A.  Ca  »     A  A_ 


1 


5C 


blood.Hispreoicas  blood  that  stained  thcoldrurjgedcrosj/T'A-as  Ilislove  that  paid  the 


pjZ—  L^>^^    SS^  W  « 


D.S. 


aw  -  ful  cost;      0      soul  so  far  a-stray  come  and  plunge  today  In  the 


No.  14    HcMI  Understand  and  Say  "Well  Done 


LE.a 


Arr.  oopyiigbt.  MCMXLin.  in  Celestiel  Echoes,  br 
R.  £.  Wimett,  Dayton,  T«nn. 


12 


1.  If  when  yon  give  the  beet  of  your  service,  Tell-ing  the  world  that  the 

2.  Mis  •  QD-der-stooditheSaT-iour  of  8in-DeT8,HnDgoo  the  oro8&;He  was 

3.  If  whea  this  life  ol    ia-bor  is  end -ed,  And  the  re* ward  of  the 

4.  Bot  if   yoa  try  and  fail  in  your  try;>ing,Hands  sore  and  MsndfrMi  the 


m 


ffitrf  f  f  If 


1 


8aT*!or   is  oome;  Be  not  dismayed  vlieo  men  do  not  be-liere  yon« 

God'8on-ly  Son;  OhI  hear  Him  call- ing  His  Fa-ther  inbeav-en, 

race  you  have  mn;  OhI  the  s weet rest tbl'spre-pared for  thefaith-foi, 

work  jN'n  be  •  gon;  Take  op  y oar  cross  and  ran  quick  -  ly  to  meet  Him^ 


"T'friirfrrrrirr 


is: 


He  cm*  der-8tands;H«11say,** Well  done. 
*  *Let  not  my  will,  bat  Thine  be  done. "  Oh,wfaeD  I  oome  to  tiie  end  of  my 
Wil?  be  Hu  blest,  and  fi-Dal^WeO done." 
He'U  on  •der-stand,He'Usay/*  WeU  done." 


i 


i 


m 


i 


It 


jom-jey^Wes-ry   of  life  and  the  bat-tie   is  won^  Car-'ingthe 


1^.:  ^   .  ^  ,1 1,1..,   K  I  . 


I    I    I;  P 

etaS  and  the  cross  of  redemption  ,He'n  on-der-stand,  and  say, '  'Well  done. 


i 


i 


No.  15  Catherin*  PJowers  for  the  f4aster*s  Bouquet 

Copyright,  1940,  by  Stamps-Baxter  Music  and  Ptgr.  Co., 
M*B.B«  in  "Ctolden  Key"         Marvin  E.  BaumiUrdnef 


k 


m 


1 

1.  Deathis  aa  an-gel  sent  down  from  a -bove,    Sentfor  thebncb  and  the 

2.  Loved  ones  are  passing  each  dar  and  eact  boor,  Pass- ing   a -way  "as  tbe 

3.  Let  08  be  iaith-ful  till  liie'awork  is  done,  Bloom-ing  with  lore  till  th« 


^^^^^^ 


flow-ers  we  love;    Tra»Iy  'ti^   bo,  for  in    heav  -  en's  own  way  Each 
life     of     a  flow'r;'*  But  ev  -'ry  bud  and  each  blos-som  some  day  Will 
reap  -  er  shall  come;  Then  we'll  be  gath-ered  to  -  geth-  er  for  aye,TraD8- 
jg.  ^ 


m 


-ht  ^ 


— 1 

< 

—♦1 

bloom  as  aflow'rin  the  Mas-ter's  bouquet,  GUth*tr*  iog  flow'is  for  the 
plant- ed  to  bloom  in  the  Mas-ter's  bouquet. 


i 


1*1  p  ^ 


f  r  r  r  rn 


Has-ttr's  bouquet,  E 

eau-ti  -ful  flow'rs 

that 

T"  1 

wni 

nev-er  de-  cay;  C 

rath-eredby 
1*  1*  ♦ 

-A  A  ^^fk  

laij  JJ 

an-gels  and  carried  a-way  For  -  ev  -  er  to  bloom  in  the  Master's  bouquet. 

J: 


No.  16 

Wm.  m.  q. 


i 


A  Beautiful  Life 


1^ 


5 


1.  Each  day  I'll  do   a  gold -en  deed,. 

2.  To    be    ft    child   of  God  each  day,. 

3.  The   on  -  ly    life   that  will    en -dure,. 

4.  I'll  help  some  one   in   time  of  need,. 

5.  While  go  -  ing  down   Eie'awea-ry  road,. 


By  help -ing 

My  hght  mi^ 

Is  one  th-at's 

And  jour-ne? 

I'll  try  to 


1 


J 


^  p  ^ 


those  who  cre  in  need;.......  My  life  on  earth., 

ehine   a  -  long  the  way;   I'U  sing  His  praise . 

kind   and  good  and  pure;  And  so  for  Grod. . 

on  with  rap  -  id  speed;  I'll  help  the  sick. . . 

lift  some trav'Ier's load;          I'll  try   to  turn.. 

^    ^  ^ 

 »  »  ^ 


is  but  a 
while  a  -  gea 
I'll  take  my 
and  poor  and 
the  night  to 


z  u  ^ 


epan  And  bo  I'll  do   the  best  I  can,  the  best  I  can. 

roll  And  strive  to  help  some  troubled  8oul,8ome  trorblsd  BOiil. 

stand,  Each  day  I '11  lend   a  help-ing  hand,  a  help-ing  hand. 

weak,  And  words  of  kind   •  -    ness  to  them  speak, kmd  word?  1  'II  Bpeak. 

day,  Make  flowers  bloom   a -long  the  way,  the  lone-ly  way. 


'■J  '\i  ^  ^ 
Chorufl 


^ — ^ 


Liic*3  evening  sun                h  sinking  low,               A  few  more  days 
Life's  evenii^  sun   is  sink-Ing  low,   A  few  more  days  


m 


and  I  must  go  To  meet  the  deeds   ihat  I  ha73 

and    I  must  go   To  meet  the  deeds 

■*       ^"  ^  -mt-  -mr-  -mt-  -^f 


A  Beautiful  Lite 

JS     _  .       _        K  S 


done,...  .     Where  there  win  be   bo  set-ting  sua  

tiiat  I  hare  done,  Where  there  will  be  no  eet-tmg  smu 


I 


Jessie  B.  Pounds. 


Beautiful  Isle 


COPYRIGHT,  1897,  BY  E.  O.  EXCELU 
WORM  AND  MUSIC.  . 


J.  S.  Pe«fl8. 


N  ^ 

1,  Some-where  the  son     is  shin  -ing,  Somp-where  the  song -birds  dwell; 

2,  Some-where  the  day     is   Ion  -  ger,  Some-where  tlis  tasi    is  done; 

3,  Some-where  the  load    is  lift  -  ed,  Close  by  an    o  -  pen  gate; 

J  ^  ft  tL  ~ 


5 


b    1/    U  I 


I  ^1 


Hush,  then,  thy  sad     re  -  pin  -  ing,    G$d  lives,  and  all     is  well. 

Some-where  the  heart    is  stron-ger,  Somd- where  the  guer-don  won. 

Some-where  the  clouds  are  rift  -  ed,  Some-where  the  an  -  gels  wait. 

^    0-     .  «- 


HOBUS. 

^  h  1 

pi-  

1  1 

 H 

"9 

I — ' 

L^_s  g 

1 

Some  -  where,       Some  -  where,  Beau-ti  -  fid  Isle    of  Some-wherel 

Some-wli<>re,  beaa-ti-fal,  beaa-ti-  fol  Isle, 


Ffcr 

/9 



— 1  1,—^ 

I 


Land  of  the  true,  where  we  Kv6  a  -  new,— Beau-ti-fnl  Isle    of  Some-where! 

^   /    ^  3^  a-r^      f  ^ 


— )ie- 


No.  18 

J.  W.  V. 


THE  OLD  COUNTRY  CHURCH. 


J.  W.  Vautfliaii* 


1.  There's  a  place  dear  to   me  where  I'm  long-ing    to     be.  With  my 

2.  As       a  small  coun-try  boy    how  my  heartbeat  with  joy,  When  2 

3.  How  I  wish  that  to-day,  ail  the  peo-ple  would  pray,  As  we 
4.0ft    my  thoughts  make  me  weep,  for  so    ma- ny    now  sleep,   In  their 


m 


i 


m 


friends  at   the  old  coun-try  church;  There  with  moth- er    we  went,  and  our 

knelt    in   the  old  coun-try  church;  And  the   Sav-lour    a-bove,  by  His 

prayed  ia    the  old  coun-try  ch?.rch;    If  thoy'd  on  -  ly    con-feas,  Je  -  sua 

graves  near  the  old  coun-try  church;  And  sooie  time,   I    may  rest,  with  tha 


Chorus. 


-BH  


Sun  -  days  were  spent.  With  the  friends  at  the  old  coun-try  church, 

won  -  der  -  f  ul  love,  Saved  my  soul    in   the  old  coun-try  church.  Pre-clocs 

sure  -  ly  would  bless.  As  He   did     in   the  old  coun-try  church, 

friends  I    love  best.   In    a  grave  near  the  old  coun-try  churoh. 


 ybi' 


^ — p—LT^t — ^ 


years   of  mem-o  •  xy,   Oh,  what  joy  

Pre-cious  years  sweet  mem-o  -  ry,  joy,  great  joy 


they  bring  to    mo;  How  I     long   9nce  more  to 

they  bring  to    me;  How  I  long 


A  A  A- 


Oopyiisbt,  USSi  hft.  W.  TftUfbMi 


THE  OLD  COUNTRY  CHURCH,  CoucftidedL 


be  ^          With  the 

once  more  to  be 

friends  ftt  tbe  oldcoon-tijc 
— A  •  ^  A — A  m-^ 

horeh. 

ooantrrcharch. 

Just  a  Closer  Walk  With  Thee 

Arr.  by  ALBEET  2.  BRUMtS? 


is-. 


1.  I   am  weak  but  Thoa  art  strong, 

2.  Thru  this  world  of  toils  and  snares, 

3.  Wbenmy  feeble  life  is  o'er, 


Je-  Buskeep  me  from  all  ^nrong; 
If      1  fal-  ter,Lord,wha  cares: 
Time  for  me  will    be    qo  mors; 


1 


I'll  be  sat -is 'fled  as  long  As  I  walk.blessed  Lora,close to  Thee, 
None  but  Thee  mTbor-den  bears.Nonebat  Thecbiessed  Lord.none  but  Thee, 
Guide  me  to  that  peace  M  ahcre,  f  Let  ma  walk  blessed  Lord  close  to  Tbee* 


•9  #- 


Croeus. 


Jnst  a  cIg8-  er  walk  with  Thee, 


Grant  it,  Je*  sns,  is  mj 


piea; 


J — F-p-tJ-'b  u  >~      —  1  


Dai-  !j  walk-ing  close  to 


Tbee,  Let  It  be,bles8-ed  Loni,let  it  be*. 


I 


Att.  Copyrisht.  199L  by  Alber»  F.  Brumlew.  PowbIK  Ve. 


No.  20 


▲.E.B. 


Nobody  Answered  Me 

Copyright,  1937,  by  The  Stamps-Baxter  MuEic  Co. 


Very  alow 


ALBERT  E.  BRUMLEY 


1.  I  wan-dered  a  -  gain   to  my  old  cab  -  in  home,  And  I  called  for  the 

2.  My  thots  aH  turned  back  to  the  long,  long  a  -  go,     To  the  scenes  of  my 

3.  I  looked  here  and  there  and  I  looked  ev-'ry- where,  I       called  "0 

4.  Then  I  turned  a-way  from  that  dear  lit  -  tie  home,  From  the  place  that  per- 


\J        U  U 

^  h 


■b> — ^ 


— *H  : 


^^^^^^ 


loved  ones  I  want  -  ed  to  see;  Then  I  wait-ed  the  voice  that  would  bid  me  come 
child-hood  so  hap  -  py  and  free;  Like  the  prod-i  -  gal  sop  I  had  wander'd  back 
moth-er,  where  can  you  be?"  I  called  and  1  called,  but  a  -  las  they  had 
haps  nev  -  er-more  would  I  see;  And  as  I  turned  to   go   I   called  them  once 

  kA,  Bt  l_L-^  ,  -.■«V_    ,  ^  M,    ^  


-V— t*- 


'A  'A 

Cb 


1^  U 


— w  w  ^  1 —  _ 

in,      But  no-bod -y  an-swered  me, 

home,  But  no-bod  -  y  an-swered  me. 

gone,  And  no-bod -y  an-swered  me. 

more.  But  no-bod  -  y  an-swered  me. 


called  and  I  called,  but  no* 


bod  -  y  answered,  I  searched  ev'iywhere,  bnt  no  one  conld  I  see;  Then  I 


-V — 


SI 


knocked  on  the  door  like  I  oft  had  be-fore,  But  no-  bod-  y  an  -swered  me. 

 f?- 


::^:^=g=jr3Er1--t--r: 


U  b  li  I    b  d 


No.  21    Lcrf,  Eaiid  Me  a  Cabin  In  Glory 

C.S. 


Copyrivhk  l»44,  by  .1  0  PsrriB.  Goap*!  Seog  PobUah«r.  im 

"BasnorSoQs*"  Cpl.  Curtla  Stewart 


L«/ — «> — 


1.  Man-y  years  I  *ve  been  looking  for  a  place  to  call  home,  Bat  I've  f&lltd  hereto 

2.  Blessed  LorSJ'm Dot aeking  to    liye  in  the  midst,  For  I  know  I^mnot 

3.  I  hate  man-y  dear  loved  ones  vho  have  ^le  IB  this  mJiOq  that  great  fi-oal 


find  ft,  80  1  most  i^av-ol  on;  I  don^t  care  for  fine  mnsisnsca  earth's  sinkii:;  sand 
worth-y  of  ecch  splendor  as  thi3,Erit  I'm  asking  lor  mercy  whilo  kambly  1  stand, 
moroiog, shall  I  hear  them  all  8ay?Com3  and  join  In  oii;8icgi£g2.5d  play  in  oar  band 

D.  S,->and  shake  Je-sas'  imd, 
Lordjbaildme  a  cab -in  in  the  cor-ner  of  glo-ry  Iand«  Yes,bmld  m9  just  a 


m 


eab  -  in  in  the  cor  -  ner  of  gb  -  ry  land,  In  the  shade  of  the  tree  of  life  that 

 „  Jb— rftf-i-— —  — — — — A— -A-g-  ~~f-  A—  At—  A  — —  

b  i  ^  1  »  ^  b  {  b  b  b  b  b 


t  raay  ev  -  er  sttnd;Whcrs  I    can  fast  bear  the  an  -  gels  sing. 


No.  22 

fi.S.A. 


No  Tears  in  Meaven 


VOpytlght,  19S5,  by  The  8Ump»-Baxter  ataslc  Co., 

in  ' •  Harbor  Bells  No.  Robert  S.  AmelA 


1.  No  tears  in  heav-en,   no  sor-rows  giv-en,  All  vrill  be   glo  -  ry  io  that 

2.  Glo  -  ry   is  wait-ing,  wait  -ing  up  yon-der,Where  we  shall  spend  an  end-less 

3.  Some  morning  yon- der, we '11  cease  to  pon-der  O'er  things  this  liie  has  bro't  to 


^^^^^^ 

land;. . .  There'll  be  no  sad-ness,  all  will  be  gladness,  When  we  shall  join  that 
day; ....  There  with  our  Sav-ior,  we'll  be  for  -  ev  -  er, Where  no  more  sor-row 
view; ...  \    All  will  be  clear-er,  loved  ones  be  dear-er,  In  heay'n  where  all  will 


m 


^     .  -I —  -t— 


Chorns 


 — ,  ^, — — P 


bap-py    band....       No  tears,   Dotears,notsar3upthert, 

dis  •  may.... 

in  heav-en  fair, 


can  diS  •  may... 
be  made  new. . . 


1 


3 


Sor-row  and  pain  will  all  have  fiown;....       No  tears,  

in  hcay-en  fair, 

_  ^  f.^  -f^TY  .  ^  J 


— \^ 


no  tears,  no  tears  up  there,  No  tears  in  heay-en  will    be  known. 

■5-    -f-^p:  --■       -r  r  -r  ..  r  -  .  tr-j"; 


I 


i 


No.  23    When  the  Roll  Is  Called  Up  Yonder 

Copyright.  1921.  Renewal.  Hope  Publishing  Co..  oma.  Used  by  per 
James  M.  Black  James  M.  Black 


:jn: 


l.When  the  trumpet  of  the  Lord  s1ia]Isooiid,andtiiM  shall  be  do  more, And  the 
2.0d  that  bright  and  clondless  morning  irben  the  dead  in  Christ  shall  rise,  And  the 
3. Let    as  la- bor  for  the  Mas-ter  from  the  dawn  til!  set -ting  8un,Let  us 

'4t 


1 


morn -ing  breaks  e  -  ter-nal  .bright  and  fair;When  the  saved  of  earth  shall  gather  o  •  ver 
glo  -  ry   of  Hi6  res  -  or -rec-tion8hare,Wben  His  chosen  ones  shall  gather  to  their 
talk   of  all  His  wondroo8love&Bd6are,Then  whenall  of  life  is  o-Terandoor 


p  p  b 


Fine  Chorus 


on  the  oth  -  er  shore,  When  the 

home  be-yondthe  skies, And  the  roll  is  called  np  yon-deriPlI  be  there, 
work  on  earth  is  done, 


-6, 


roll  is  called  up  yon      -      der.When  the  roll  is  called  op 

When  the  roll  is  called  up  yonder, I'll  be  there",  When  the  roll  is  called  np 

-#-    igzp  ^ 


yon      -  der.When  the  roll  is  called  up  yon-der,Whea  the 

yon-der, I'll  be  there,  Whentheroll 

^  :|?z  ^:  .ki  ^  ^ 

— * — * — ^ — *— ^-rl  — 


No.  24 


Will  the  Circle  be  Unbroken 


Copyright,  1935,  RenewaL  Homer  A.  Rodeheaver,  o^er 
Aila  R.  Habershoa  Chas.  fL  Oafutd 

4 


There  are  loved  ones  in  the  gio-ry,  Whose  dear  forms  you  oft  -  en  miss; 
In     the  joy -ona  days  of  child-hood,  Oft  they  told  of  won-dronslove^ 
re-  mem-  ber  songs  of  heav  -  en ,  Which  yon  sang  with ,  child-ish  voice; 
can  pic-tnre  hap -pygath'rings,  Round  the  fire- side  long  a  •  go, 
by  one  their  seats  were  emp-tied,  One  by  one  they  went  a -way, 

 I 


You 
You 
One 


rr 


i 


A  1 


When  you  close  your  earth-  ly   sto  -  ry ,  Will  you  join  them  in  their  bHssf 
Point  -  ed  to  the  dy  -  ing  Sav  -  ior.Now  they  dwell  with  Hiia  a  -  bove. 
Do    you  love  thehymn8theytanghtydn,0r  are  songs  of  eartii  your  choice? 
And  you  think  of  tear  -  ful  part-ings.Whai  they  left  youheru  be -low. 
Now  the  £am  •  i  •  ly    is  part  -  ed,  Will  it    be  com-pleta  one  day? 


i-1 


m 


Chortts 


i 


Will  the  cir  •  cte  be  on  •  bro-  ken  By  and  by,       by  and  byf 


3^ 


In     a   bet-ter  home  a -wait- ing,  In    the  & 

ky,   in   the  s 

el-* 
kyf 

No.  25 


Orfy  One  Step  More 


/inott  Arr.  Copyrighted,  MCMXLI,  in  "Soul  Stirring  Specials** 

4th  V.  R.  E.  W.  by  R.  E.  Winsett,  Dayton,  Tenn.  Arr.  R.  E.  Winsett 


1.  I  have  known  a  life   of  sor  -  row,  I  have  borne  a  heav  -  y  load, 

2.  Thru  my  life  He'll  sure-Ly  guide  me,  I've  no  need  to  doubt  and  fear, 

3.  Mother  waits  in  heav'n  to  greet  me,  And  ray  dad  is   up  there  too, 

4.  Soon  we '11  cross  the  cbil-ly  Jor-dan,  To  the  land  of  peace  and  love. 


-I  


PBSBSWiffl 


i 


1  have  sought  a  bright  to  -  raor-row,  Tho'  I've  walked  a  rock  -  y  road; 
For  each  step  He  walkabe-side  me,  And  my  call  for  help  will  hear; 
And  with  joy  I  know  she'll  greet  me,  When  they  see  me  com  -  ing  thru; 
By  His  grace, His  love  and  par  -  don, We've  a  maa-sion   up   a  ■  bove; 


— I — w — 

But  my  bur -dens  will  be  Tight -er,  And  my  care  will  soon  be  o'er, 
All  the  way  my  load  grows light-er.  And  I'll  tell  it  o'er  and  o'er, 
They'll  be  first  to  bid  me  wel-come.  When  I  en  -  ter  heav-en'sdoor. 
Soon  we'll  go   to   that  fair  cit  -  y,    Then  all  sor-rows  will  be  o'er, 


Soon  my  jour  -  ney  wiU  be  end  -  ed, 
Heaven's  lights  for  me  shine  brighter.  For  it's  oa  •  ly   one  st^p  more. 
0     I   know  I'll  soon  be  with  them, 
There  we'll  dweUm  peace  for-ev  -  er, 


v.s. 


To  that  land  where  crowns  are  given.    It  is    on  ~  ly  me  step  more. 
Refbain  .     .  ^  D.S. 


One  step  more  from  earth  to  heav-en,  Where  our  cares  will  all   ts  o'er; 


No.  26     LEANnSTG  ON  THE  EVERLASTING  ARMS 


WBV.  E  A.  HOFFMAN      Are.  Copyrisht.  MCMXL.  in  "CtwM  oT  Dtvvdaa.** 
R.  B.  W&wMt.  Dayton;  T«na. 


A.  J.  SHOWALTEll 
Arr.  R.  V. 


1.  What  a  fel  -  tow>st<ip,  what  %  joy  di  -  vice, 

2.,  Oh,  how  sweet  to  walk  is  this  pil  •grim  way,  Leao-tog  OQ  the  ^  •  W  •lut'tng  anna; 

2.  What  have  I  to  dread,  \rbat  have  X  to  (ear. 


J  U 


m 


What  a  bless -ed-oeM,  what  a  peaee  [aniine, 
Ob,  bow  brl^t  the  path  grows  Irom  day  to  day,  LeathJog  oa  tbO  «f  •er*Ust*bganDl» 
I  have  bless -ed  peact  with  my  Lord  so  cear^ 


Lean  •  lag,  lean  •  fag,  8a(ew4M€Brti{rooiII»UnDi;Leaitngoo  tbo  eT<^-l^^ 
Leaiung  on  Jesw.leaologoQ  Jesos^ 


No.  27 


What  a  Friend 


C«  C*  Coov6fMt> 


I.  What  a  Friend  we  bare  in  Jo  •  na.  HJi  ov  sios  and  gtieii  to  bear!  What  a  ptir-l-tege  to  ear  •  ly 

D.  S.->AU  be*cau8«  we  do  not  car  • 


Ev  -  'ry  thing  to  God  ia  pnyerl  0  wbat  peace  we  oft  •  eo  for  •  {eit»    0  what  need-less  pain  we  bear, 

Ev  •  'ry  thing  to  God  in  prayer. 


1  What  a  Friend  we  have  to  Jisisoa* 
All  our  sins  and  griefs  to  bear  J 
What  a  privilege  to  carry 
Every  thing  to  God  in  prayerl 
©  wbat  peace  we  oft«n  forfeit, 
0  what  oeodiess  pain  we  bear. 
All  b8«to30  we  do  cot  cany. 


2  Have  we  trials  and  tsmptationsf 
Is  there  trouble  aoywbcr«f 
We  sbooid  nem  be  disconraged. 
Take  it  to  the  Lord  m  prayer. 
Can  we  find  a  friend  so  faitbfol, 
Who  will  aH  our  sorrows  share? 
JesQS  knows  our  every  weakness, 
Take  it  to  Ute  I^ord  is  prayer. 


3  Are  we  weak  and  heavy  laden. 
Cambered  with  a  load  of  careT-» 
Precions  Savior,  still  our  re(ngo,<«^ 
Take  it  to  the  Lord  in  prayer. 
Do  thy  friends  despise.forsake  tinet 
Take  it  to  the  Lord  in  prayer, 
fifi  His  arms  He'B  take  and  shield 
Tboa  wilt  find  asolaca  dMso.{Uieab 


No.  2» 


Who  at  My  Joor  Is  Standing 


A*  B*  Everett 


I 


1.  Who  at  my  door  is  etand-ing,  Pa-lsent-Iy  draw  iag  near, 

2.  Lone-Iy  Trith -out  He's  etand-ing,  Lone-ly  with -in    am  I; 

3.  M  thra  the  dark  boors  drear  -  y,  Knock-ing    a  •  gain    is  He; 

4.  Door  of  xny  heart,  I  has  -  tenl  Thee  wm  I      o  •  pen.wide; 

■r  ^  ■ 


line 


Eo-tranco  with -in   ^  -  mand-ing?  Who  i«  the  voice  I  hear? 

While  I     am  still  de  •>  lay  -  mg,  Will  He  not  pass  me  by? 

Je  •  BUS,  art  Thou  not     wea  -  ry,  Wait-ing  so  long  for  m^ 

Tho  He    re  -  buke  and    chas  •  ten,    He  Bhall  with  me  a  •  bide. 


m 


1'  *\f  \:  I  f 


D.S^If  thon  niU  heed  my     call  -  mg,   I    will   a  •  bide  with  Thee, 


[fP  I   'II  ll  II 


Sweet "I^  the  tones  are  M«»9ng:—  0 -.pen   the  door, tor  me! 


No.  29 


Near  the  Gross. 


Fawy^J^Oeoebr. 


1.  Je*- eus  keep  meneaf  tbeerbsdTbere  a  prc-doua  fountain.  Free  to  all—  « 

2.  Near  the  CroM  a  trem-bliof  soul,  Love  aud  mer  ^cy  found  me;  There  the  Bright  and 
t.  Near  the  Crossl  O  Lamb  of  God.  Bring  itacenes  be  -  fore  me;  Help  me  wRlk  fcoia 
4.  l^ear  the  Cross  I'll  i^atcband  wait,  Uop-ing,  trust-iog  ev  -  er.    Till    I  reach  the 


TlVM,  CH0BU9. 


D,  S.— Till  my  rap-tured 


ins 

bealfDRatream.FlowefFomCalir'ry's  mountain. 

Mom-lug  Star,  Sheds  its  b«ams  nround  me.  In  the  cross,  In  the  cross,  Be  my  glory  er-er; 
day    to    day,  With  it««bad-ow8 o'er  me. 
gold  •  ca  irtrand.  Just  be-yoad  the  riy*er. 


^1 — w — r  »  'r- 
ioul  ihall  And  iteet  be-yond  tbe  riy-  er. 


No.  30 


Where  Could  I  Go 

Copycighfi.  mOi  by  Stamps-Baxter  Music  «ul  Ptg.  CO. 
in  "Golden  Key*' 


1.  Liv-ing  be-low  in   this  old  sin-ful  wor]d,Hard-ly  a  comfort  ean  af- ford? 

2.  Neighbors  are  kiad,  I  love  them  ev'ry  one,  We  get  a-loDg  in  sweet  ac-cordj 

3.  Life  here  ie  grand  with  friends  I  iove  so  dear,Coniiort  I  get  from  God's  own  word^ 


l;  u  u  r 


Cho.  Where  could  I  go,  6  where  could  I  go?  Seeking  a   lef-oge  for  my  soul? 

D.  C.  for  Chores 


Strtv-ing  a  -  bne  to  faee  temptatioos  sore, 

Bat  when  my  sod  needs  manna  from^bo7e,WberecouIdIgo  but  to  the  Loitl? 
Yet  whea  I  iace  the  chilling  band  of  death, 

^^^^^^^ 


Need-tng  ft&iendto  help  me  h  the  end,  Where  could  I  go  but  to  the  Lord? 


No.  31         I  Shall  Not  Be  Moved 

Aer,  OopTTighU        by  Stamp»-Baxter  Music  and  Tig,  0(K 
An.  B.  F.  M. 


1.  Glo-ry  hal-le  •  h    jah,  I  shall  not  be  moved;  Anchored  in  Je-  ho  -  vah, 

2.  In  His  l$we  a-  bid  -  mg,  I  shall  not  be  moved;  And  in  Him  con*fid-ing, 

3.  Thoall  hell  as- sail  me,  I  shall  not  be  moved;  Je-sus  will  not  fail  me, 

4.  Tho  the  tempest  rag  -  es,  I  shall  not  be  moved;  On  the  Eock  of  A-  ges. 


D.CU-I       fifaaD   Bot   be,     I  shall  not  be  moved,  I     shall   oot  be. 


D.a 


i 


I  shall  not  be  fflOTed;Jast  like  a  tree  that's  planted  by  the  waters,!  shall  not  be  moved. 


AAA 


u  >  b  u  J  - 

\  shall  not  be  moied;  Just  lik&a  tree  UitlVpI^od  by  the  waters,  I  shall  not  be  moved* 


No.  32 


Precious  Memories 


_ — - — r— — ,  —  , — 1  N — 1 

 »t  1 

 ifl- 

♦    •  ^  •  ^  ^  ♦  •  '  •  ^  ♦ 

L^___ — 1 

1.  Pre-cious  mem'riea,  un  -  seen  an-gels,  Sent  from  somewhere  to  my  sou!* 

2.  Pre-cious  fath-er,  lov  -  ing  moth-er,  Fly     a-cross  the  lone  -  ly  years; 

3.  hi     the  still-ness  of  the  midnight,  Ech  -  T»es  from  the  past  I  hear; 

4.  As      I   trav  -  el    on  life's  pathway,  Know  not  what  the  years  may  hold; 


How  they  lin  -  ger,  ev  -  er  near  me.  And  the  sac -red  past  nn  -  fold. 
And  old  home  scenes  of  my  childhood,  In  fond  mem  -  o  -  ry  ap-pears. 
Old  -  time  sing  -  ing,  glad  -  n-^ss  bringing,  Prom  that  love-ly  land  somewhere; 
As      I    pon  -  der,  hope  grc.wc  fora  -  der,  Pre-cious  mem'riei*  flood  my  soul; 


2).  S.—ln    the  still 
Chortis  >^ 


the  mid-night,  Pre-cious,  sac-red  scenes  vn  -  fold. 


Pre-cious  mem'ries,  how  they  lin  -  ger,  How  they  ev  -  er  flood  my  soul, 


Nq.  33 

Oid  Meloay. 


Old-Time  Religion^ 


Arr.  by  E.  E,  W. 


— 1^- 


Cho.— 'Tisthe  old  -  time  re  -  lif?-ion, 'Tis  the  old  • 
1.  Makes  m«  love      ev  -  'ry-bod  •  7,  Makes  me  love 


time  re  •  lig-ioa,  'Tis  tbo 
ev  -  'ry-  bod-y,  Makes  ma 

A- 


1^  t 

cld-time  relig 
love  ev'rylx 

ig  a!-  - 
'       "  ' 

ion,  It's  go 
34y,  It's  g<] 

od  enough  fo 
Kxi  enough  f  o 

r  me, 
rme. 

m 

— t; 

..„  ^ .. 

2  It  was  good  for  our  mothers^ 

3  It  hxis  saved  aU  cor  f  atlier3» 

4  It  will  save  all  our  children, 

5  It  was  good  for  Paul  and  SIa% 

6  It  will  do  when  I  am  dying, 

7  It  will  talse  us  all  to  heaTeQ^ 


No.  34      TAKE  MY  HAND  PRECIOUS  LORD 


Art.  Coprright,  MCMXXXIX,  in  "Sacred  Jewels. 
Ifaed  Quartet  by  by  R.  E.  Wirujcrr.,  Diyton,  Tenn.  \v  ords  and  Me 

Thcs.  A.  Dor&ey,  owner.  ^     iHOMAS  A.  DORS 


fi.  a  WINSETT 


1,  When  my  way  groweth  drear, precious  Lord  lin -ger  near,  When  my  Hfe 

2.  When  the  shadows  ap-pear,  and  the  night  ilraTreth  near,    And  the  day 


7^ 


C^.    Pre-cious  Lord,  fake  my  han/f.lpudm:i  on  let  me  stand,    I    am  tired 


-h:^  


1  P — 

B       al  -  most   pons;    Hf ai*   my  cry,  hear  my  call,  hold  my  hana 
past  and    gone;      At   the  riv  -  er   I   Rtand.guidemy  feet, 


/  am  weak.  larrt,  iDorii;    I  'fwu  thf-.  dwnn,  thru  the.  night,  lead  me  on 


I  rit.  _]s 


pa 


lest  I  fall;  Take  my  hand,  precious  Lord,  Lead  me  home, 
hold  my  hand; 

tc    Vie  light:     Take  my  Itand,    precious  Lord^   Lead  fne  iame. 


No.  35 

wm.  HUNTER.  D.D. 


I'm  Going  Home 


Aft.  by  w.  McDonald 


« —  .(S-^ — 1  '  : — 1 

—  ,<   .  ^ — ^ — M~ 

1 

My  heav'niy  home  is  bright  and  fair:Nor  pain,  nor  death  can  en  -  ter  there, 
It's  glitt'ringtow'rs  the  sun  outshine,ThatJieav'nly  mansion  shall  be  mine. 
My  Father's  house  is  built   on  high;  Far,  far  a-bovethe  star-ry  skj^; 
When  from  this  earthly  pris-on  free,Thatteav'nly  man-sion  shall  be  mine. 
{  Let  others  seek   a  home  be-low.  Which  flames  devour,  or  waves  o'er  flow, 
(  Be  mine   a  hap-pier  lot   to  own  A  heav'niy  man-sion  near  the  throne. 
Then  failthis  earth,  let  stars  decline.  And  sun  aidmoon  re  -fuse     to  shine. 
All  na-ture  smgand  cease  to  be,  Thatheav*nly  man-sion  stands  for  me. 
jfg..  ^.  p.. -2-       ^.  -p.. 


00  more, 
00  more. 


Cho. 


I'm  ^o-ing  home,  I'm  go-ing home,  I'm  go-ing  home,  to 
To  die  no  more,  to  die  no  more,  I'm  go-lng  borne  to 


die 
die 


SMILING  AT  THE  END  OF  THE  K)AD 
I 

When  my  toiling  is  ended  and  ray  race  is  run 

over  and  past  and  my  race  is  run 

When  my  work  is  all  finished  at  the  setting  of  sun 

ready  to  go  at  the  setting  of  sun 

May  there  be  no  repining  when  I  lay  down  my  load 

may  there  be  no  regret  lay  down  my  heavy  load 

For  I  want  to  be  smiling  at  the  end  of  the  road 

want  to  be  glad 

(Chorus) 

At  the  end  of  the  road  there'll  be  joy  for  my  soul 

at  the  end  of  the  road  there'll  be  joy  for  my  soul 

When  the  clouds  in  the  way  are  turning  to  gold 

when  the  clouds  in  the  way      they  are  turning  to  gold 
May  there  be  no  regret  when  I  lay  down  mv  load 

may  there  be  no  regret  lay  down  my  heavy  load 

For  I  want  to  be  smiling  at  the  end  of  the  road 

want  to  be  glad 

II 

Just  a  little  bit  nearer  every  mile  that  I  tread 

nearer  today  each  mile  that  I  tread 

Just  a  little  bit  clearer  lights  are  shining  ahead 

clearer  and  bright  lights  are  shining  ahead 

For  I  want  to  be  ready  when  I  lay  down  my  load 

ready  to  go  lay  down  my  heavy  load 

For  I  want  to  be  smiling  at  the  end  of  the  road 

I  want  to  be  glad 


PAUL'S  MINISTRY 

The  Lord  said,   stand  up  Paul,    and  dry  up  your  tears. 

You  must  preach  my  gospel   for  many  long  years. 

I'll  send  you  to  Damascus,    the  street  that's  called  Strait, 

There  you'll  see  Ananias  and  there  you  must  wait. 

CHORUS: 

I  counted  on  Adam,   I  counted  on  Cain, 

I   counted  on  Jonah,    but  he  was  the  same. 

I  counted  on  Judas,   but  he  proved  untrue, 

So  go  tell  the  world  Paul,   I'm  counting  on  you. 

Three  days  have  gone  by  Lord  and  still  I  can't  see. 

Now  here's  my  brother  talking  to  me. 

He  said  brother  Paul,   the  Lord  in  the  skies 

Has  sent  me  to  see  you  and  open  your  eyes. 

I'll  send  you  to  the  Gentiles,  I'll  send  you  to  Rome, 

But  you'll  have  to  suffer  till  I  call  you  home. 

You'll  sleep  on  the  desert,   be  wrecked  on  the  sea, 

But  keep  right  on  preaching  my  great  name  for  me. 


THERE' S  BOUND  TO  GOME  A  CHANGE 
(Author  Unknown) 

1.  You  remember  dear  old  Job  in  the  days  of  long  ago, 
He  was  afflicted  from  his  head  down  to  his  feet. 

But  there's  one  thing  that  we  know  and  the  Bible  tells  us  so, 
Hiere* s  just  bound  to  come  a  change  after  while. 

(HMJS 

I'm  telling  you  there'll  be  a  change  after  while 

Where  you  now  wear  a  frown  there'll  be  a  smile, 

But  there's  one  thing  that  we  know  and  the  Bible  tell  us  so, 

There's  just  bound  to  come  a  change  after  while. 

2.  Shadrack,  Meshack,  Abendigno,   to  the  furnace  they  did  go. 
They  wouldn't  bow  their  knee  to  the  idol  made  of  Baal. 

But  they  didn't  have  to  fear  when  the  fourth  man  did  appear. 
They  just  knew  there' d  come  a  change  after  while. 

3.  This  old  world  is  in  despair,  and  there's  trouble  everywhere. 
But  I  know  it  '11  all  be  over  after  while. 

Oh  thank  God  it  won't  be  long,   till  we'll  all  be  going  home, 
There's  just  bound  to  come  a  change  after  while. 


I  WON'T  BE  SATISFIED 
(Jimny  Turner) 

(Chorus) 

I  won't  be  satisfied,  until  His  beauty  I  behold, 
I  won't  be  satisfied,  until  I  reach  those  streets  of  gold. 
Those  mansions  bright,  those  pearly  gates  will  soon  swing 
open  wide. 

But  until  I  clasp  those  nail  scarred  hands, 
I  won't  be  satisfied. 

1.  To  Nero's  chopblock  Paul  was  led,  to  face  his  death  alone, 
I  fought  a  good  fight-  I've  kept  the  faith,  and  now  my 

race  is  run. 

I've  labored  here  I've  suffered  there,  to  please  Him  I 
have  tried. 

But  until  I've  clasp  His  nail  scarred  hand, 
I  won't  be  satisfied. 

2.  To  the  Isle  of  Patmos  John  was  laid,  to  die  there  all  alone. 
I've  testified  the  word  of  God,  the  good  seed  I  have  sown. 
He  heard  a  voice,  then  he  turned  around,   twas  Jesus  by  his 

side. 

But  until  I'm  with  Him  in  that  land, 
I  won't  be  satisfied. 


There  Ain't  No  Graves  Gonna  Hold  My  Body  Down 

1 .  Well,  go  down  yonder,  Gabriel,  put  your  foot  on  the  land  and  sea. 
But  Gabriel,  don't  you  blow  your  trumpet. 

Until  you  hear  from  me. 

Well,  I  looked  way  over  yonder  and  seen  people  dressed  in  white. 
I  know  it  was  God's  people  I  seen  there  doing  right. 
Well,  I  looked  way  down  the  river  and  what  do  you  think  I  seen 
I  seen  a  band  of  angels,  they  were  coming  after  me. 

CHORUS 

There  ain't  no  graves  gonna  hold  my  body  down. 

There  ain't  no  graves  gonna  hold  my  body  down. 

When  I  hear  that  trumpet  sound 

I'm  gonna  get  up  out  of  the  ground. 

For  there  ain't  no  graves  gonna  hold  my  body  down. 

2.  Well,  I'm  going  to  the  river  of  Jordan,  gonna  bury  my  knees 

in  the  sand. 

Gonna  holler  high  Hosannas,  till  I  reach  that  promised  land. 
When  I'm  dead,  take  me  to  the  graveyard; 
And  lay  my  body  down; 

But  on  the  resurrection  morning  I'm  gonna  get  up  out  of  the 
ground. 


I  Saw  Heaven  in  a  Vision 

1.  Last  night  I  was  reading  in  my  bible 

I  saw  the  mansions  in  that  city  so  bright 

I  saw  the  loved  ones  that's  gone  on  before  me 

I  saw  Heaven  in  a  vision  last  night. 

CHORUS 

I  was  carried  away  in  the  spirit 
To  the  city  where  Christ  is  the  light 
I  bowed, down  at  the  feet  of  my  Savior 
I  saw  Heaven  in  a  vision  last  night. 

2.  Then  I  walked  down  the  streets  of  that  city 
Singing  praises  to  the  one  on  the  throne 

I  saw  my  dear  old  mother  and  daddy 

And  they  showed  me  their  heavenly  home. 

3.  Up  there  there'll  never  be  no  hungry  children 
The  bhnd  folks  up  there  will  have  their  sight 
There'll  be  no  funeral  homes  up  in  glory 

I  went  to  Heaven  in  a  vision  last  night. 


COME  AND  JINE 


There's  a  Church  in  this  fair  land,  where  the  preacher  shakes  the  hand, 

Calling  sinners  to  the  Church,  Come  and  Jine; 

It  is  not  for  souls  they  plead,  but  for  dollars  that  they  need 

For  their  worldly  Churches,  Dance  and  Parties  Fine. 

Chorus 

Come  and  jine  the  Pastor  calleth,  come  and  jine, 
You  may  have  an  ice  cream  supper  any  time; 

And  we  will  never  rule  you  out  though  you  drink  and  fight  and  pout. 
They  the  sinners  calleth  now,  Come  and  Jine. 

n 

You  need  not  your  sins  resign,  just  take  a  card  and  sign. 
Showing  in  that  you  have  now  made  up  your  mind; 
That  it  is  your  heart  desire,  to  pay  him  who  works  for  hire, 
Promising  you'd  pay  the  Preacher  all  the  time. 

Ill 

You  can  smoke  and  chew  and  dip,  and  stilV  have  our  fellowship, 
For  with  filthiness  we  all  have  fellowship; 

With  the  world  we  join  our  arms,  and  our  Pastor  in  our  charm. 
When  he  says  whatever  we  do  is  no  harm. 

IV 

All  the  Preachers  are  men  sent,  so  they  never  say  repent. 
That  is  deeper  than  themselves  have  ever  went; 
He's  the  wolf  that  leads  the  goat,  when  he  tells  his  funny  jokes, 
His  religion  must  be  in  his  long  tail  coat. 


THE  STORY  OF  THE  CROSS 

Over  in  London,  England,  there's  a  big  cross  that  stands  in  a  certain 
part  of  the  city.  This  cross  is  a  well  known  landmark.  One  day  a  little 
girl  was  lost  from  her  mother  and  couldn't  find  her  way  home.  A 
policeman  saw  the  girl  crying  and  realizing  she  was  lost  took  her  to 
headquarters.  They  begin  asking  her  questions.  "Honey  what  is  your 
name?  What  ie  your  daddy's  name ?  What  street  do  you  live  on?"  But 
she  was  unable  to  give  them  any  information  that  would  help  them  find 
her  home.  One  of  the  policeman  asked  if  they  took  her  to  a  certain 
church  that  was  well  known  in  town  then  could  she  find  her  way  home. 
"No  sire,"  she  cried,  "I  don't  know  where  thats  at."  Then  they  asked 
about  several  other  places  but  she  didn't  know  about  any  of  them. 
Finally  one  of  the  policeman  ask,  "if  we  take  you  to  the  big  cross  then 
can  you  find  your  way  home?"  Her  little  tear  stained  face  lite  up  as  she 
smiled  and  said.  "Mister  Policeman  if  you  can  take  me  to  the  cross, 
then  I  ca  find  my  way  home." 


